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The happy, They, the unspeakable Three, whose

debt,

Like the hawk's shadow, blots our brightest day:
Better it is that ye should look so fair,
Slopes that he loved, and ever-murmuring pines
That make a music out of silent air,
And bloom-heaped   orchard-trees  in prosperous

lines;

In you the heart some sweeter hints divines,
And wiser, than in winter's dull despair.

III.

Old Friend, farewell!    Your kindly door again
I enter, but the master's hand in mine
No more clasps welcome, and the temperate wine,
That cheered  our  long  nights,  other  lips  must

stain:

All is unchanged, but I expect in vain
The face alert, the manners free and fine,
The seventy years borne lightly as the pine
Wears its first down of snow in green disdain:
Much did he, and much well; yet most of all
I prized his skill in leisure and the ease
Of a life flowing full without a plan;
Ibr most are idly busy; him I call
Thrice fortunate who knew himself to please,
Learned in those arts that make a gentleman.

IV.

Nor deem he lived unto himself alone;
His was the public spirit of his sire,
And in those eyes, soft with domestic fire,